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of fresh repressions. Now he has proclaimed his repentance
and his willingness to put himself at the service of the
Revolution. There is no other escape for him. But -the
powers of the Revolution are wary of him, are slow in
admitting him into their fold, for they know that, however
loyal he may be in his professions, in his heart he has only
hate and curses for them, . . .

Yekim, however, was an intelligent of a somewhat
different brand, not quite the aristocrat that the aver-
age intelligent was. After all, a man's heritage and
antecedents count, and he was of peasant origin with
no tradition of personal superiority; By dint of rare gifts
and perseverance he rose above his peasant milieu. As
a boy he had a passion for books and read omnivo-
rously and understandingly. He graduated from a
teachers' college, studied accountancy, higher mathematics,
journalism, astronomy. He taught school, wrote essays,
stories, plays. He married a well-to-do widow, bought
a little estate in the Volga region and lived a leisurely
t life, spending his days in sports, reading, writing, and
those interminable speculative conversations which
constituted the soul of social life in intelligentsia circles in
Russia.

The Revolution had sucked him into its swirl as relent-
lessly as it had the entire intelligentsia. The civil war and
the famine, which raged most severely in the section in
which he lived, fell on him with the desolation of a brutal
doom. His wife succumbed to typhoid and died. His sister,
who had been living with him on his estate, barely escaped
death from a similar ailment. His stores of food wore
exhausted, and to save themselves from starvation he and his
sister started for their native village, where their older
brother lived. Trains were slow and uncertain, and besides,
it was not always possible to get tickets. So they tramped
over interminable steppes, and at last, after nearly half a
year's agonised wandering, they reached the old home, ill,
ragged, emaciated, embittered. Since then he had been

living with his brother in the village of K-----, only ten

versts from our village.

I knew Yekim well in my boyhood days. Alert, gallant,
energetic, he was noted not only as a sportsman, but as the
only peasant youth in the countryside who had the good